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Editor's Notes 


After a long awaited arrival, the time has come once again 
to showcase the talent of my fellow Eagles. This Spring Edition of 
Ex Umbra is the largest to be published in its 24 year history. 
These entries were selected from both undergraduate and graduate 
levels. Faculty and staff members also expressed desire to submit 
entries. I would like to thank all those who expressed their 
interests by submitting their works. It's nice to know you're out 
there. 

One of the main reasons why this magazine took so long 
was because the finances were not readily available, so we had to 
have fund raisers. Toward the back, you will also notice that for 
the first time, we, my staff and I, sold advertisements. These 
advertisements assisted us in printing more copies for you and 
yours to enjoy. 

This edition is the third in which I have participated in the 
production of and my second as Editor. I have worked very 
diligently to not only produce a student literary magazine every 
semester, but to increase the number of student entries by 
arousing their interest in it. I also increased the visual appeal of 
the magazine and made it mailable so that alumni can also see the 
opportunities that are afforded us (students) with their alumni 
dollars. The third, and probably most important thing I did in 
producing the Fall 1992 and Spring 1993 editions was to document 
my progress. I did this because as a leader of other organizations 
in the past, I found that progress became hindered simply because 
there was no transition from one year to the next. Every year, the 
new person had to start from scratch. You can only learn so much 
in one year. All in all, I have really enjoyed working with fellow 
carte in producing a magazine that the entire NCCU community 
will see. 

If you are not aware, this publication was created solely by 
students just like you. There are many essays from non-English 
majors, there is art from non-art majors. This magazine is the 
trophy for the many hours of work we put into it. We now 
present it to you, for your reading pleasure. 

In closing, I would again like to thank all of those who 


stood up to be heard and to say to ou that ; 
come to those who wait. y to you that good things really do 


Sincerely, 


poi a sid 


John A. Riddick, Jr. 
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Ex Umbra 


Are You My Friend? 


You say you are my friend, that by me you will stand. 

So, why are you trying to steal my man? 

At first it was fun yes, just a joke. 

But you'll hang yourself with a littke more rope. 

I didn’t take it seriously; we were just too close, 

but to your friends you would brag and boast. 

I thought it was a game but I was wrong. 

You stayed over his house all night long. 

You were my friend and I didn’t suspect. 

Couldn’t you see what you were doing just wasn’t correct. 
There are some things that we share, yes I understand 
but one of those is not my man. 

I don’t see how you could do this to me, 

when we went out, it was always three. 

Sometimes you’d hug or share a little kiss. 

At the moment I didn’t think of this. 

Suddenly it seemed that I was left out; 

you and him together... you know what I’m talking about? 
Then came the day for all to see you and him together... 
..but not with me. 

The next day I received a call ; 

the news that I got was off the wall. 

You and him, him and you 

were doing the things we were supposed to do. 

But that’s alright, I'll just bear it and grin. 

SO, I leave you with him, yes my friend. 

It's you and your new man, he left for you and he'll do it again, 
not for some stranger, but for one of your friends! 


- Tashiko O. Campbell 
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Love 


Love Or Hate 


What is this thing? Does it even exist? 
It must 'cause I dwell in past relationship and dream of future 
fantasies-(the way I want them to be!) 


Do I deserve love? I wonder? Girls that are different — smaller, 
fatter, prettier, uglier — all have men, but me! Old flames 
spend time emotionally or physically abusing me. I struggle to 
survive - get out - only to return to another "Bully!" 


Do I risk the chance or deserve love or do I remain single and 
safe? 


jE 
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Unspoken 


A baby cries 

is it hungry 

is it wet? 

The words...unspoken 


Someone waves 

is it hello 

is it goodbye? 

The words...unspoken 


Actions; no words 

unspoken 

Your tender kisses 

Your gentle touch 

The caring look in your eyes 
It all says love... 

but unspoken. 


-Greg McKnight 
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Love 


The Question 


Is a lover a leaver ? 

Or a leaver a lover? 

Who can love and yet still leave you for another? 

Girls will be girls, as boys will be boys. 

They are all lovers that leave you with no joy. Crying and 
smiling, 

happy and sad Sometimes You feel love is a dream gone bad. 
Hold on to your faith,wipe those tears! 

Remember, loved or lost, You are still someone that’s dear. 


-Lovesick Lady 


ie. 
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Love or Infatuation? 


Infatuation is instant desire. It is one set of glands calling 
to another. Love is friendship that has caught fire. It takes root 
and grows - one day at a time. 

Infatuation is marked by a feeling of insecurity. You are 
excited and eager, but not genuinely happy. There are nagging 
doubts, unanswered questions, little bits and pieces about your 
beloved that you would just as soon not examine too closely. It 
might spoil the dream. a 

Love is quiet understanding and the mature acceptance of 
imperfection. It is real. It gives you strength and grows beyond 
you - to bolster your beloved. You are warmed by his presence, 
even when he is away. Miles do not separate you. You want him 
nearer. But near or far, you know he is yours and you can wait. 

Infatuation says, "We must get married right away. I can't risk 
losing him." 

Love says, "Be patient. Don't panic. He is yours. Plan your 
future with confidence." 

Infatuation has an element of sexual excitement. If you are 
honest, you will admit it is difficult to be in one another's 
company unless you are sure it will end in intimacy. Love is the 
maturation of friendship, you must be friends before you can be 
lovers. 

Infatuation lacks confidence. When he's away, you 
wonder if he's cheating. Sometimes you even check. 

Love means trust. You are calm, secure and unthreatened. 
He feels that trust, and it makes him even more trustworthy. 

Infatuation might lead you to do things you'll regret later, 
but love never will. 

Love is an upper. It makes you look up. It makes you 
think up. It makes you a better person than you were before. 


-Unknown 
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Love 


Good Ole Country Lovin' 


Girh, I love you, frum de bottum of my heart, 
I luh you so much I don't know whare to start. 
I could say I luh you fo-ever, but I ain't gon’ live dat long. 
I cain't not explain it, but my luh fo! you is skrong! 
I could say I luhs you to death, but I would give you my last 
breath. 
I'm thinkin' bout you all de time, 
I b'leive I'd be locked up if 'twere a crime. 
Yep, I loves you frum head to toe, 
even yo' old knee dat tell me when it's gon' snow. 
How 'bout this here, "I luhs you alot" 
Now gi'n me a kiss, you little cumquat. 
MMMM-WAH! 
Good God a mighty! 


-John A. Riddick. Jr. 


ee 
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Alone 


I’m so alone 

I don’t know what to do. 
You said I was the one 
And I trusted you 

Now I see 

it was all a lie. 

I don’t know what to do 
It won't help to cry. 

I guess I'll go on 

like I did before 

I feel so confused 

I don’t know anymore 
Everyone knew 

you were wrong for me 
They opened the doors 
And now I see 

So long for now 

there’s not much more to say 
Remember in the end 
You're the one that'll pay. 


-Korie K. Burrow 
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Love 


Along The Path 


I do not run from love anymore, 
for it lies along my road. 


As hunger, pain, and broken glass 
it too will pass and go 


I still don’t know how to “come” 
at home...his or mine 


No feelings, do I feel, only 
5 minutes?, exactly, right on time 


Quick as the lust I felt, 
For love will entertain your soul 


I do not run from love anymore, 
For it lies along any road. 


-“Freedom” 


17 


Ex Umbra 


Jump N 2 


Jump into my heart 

it has depth like the sea, 
take notel... 

no sharks will prevent 
you from falling, 

DEEP 


Jump into my mind 

it has warmth like the sun, 
take notel... 

it burns hot, but 

it will never burn 


Jump into my “self” 

it is solid like the ground, 
take note... 

No earthquake, or volcano 
will challenge you, 

NOW 


Jump into my love 

it has freedom like the wind, 
take notel... 

only soft fields and daisies 
will you pass, forever 
WITHIN 


-by “Deedot” 
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Love 


Untitled 


You are in my everlasting heaven. 

And like the new day, love brings me sunshine. 
As each day passes, you bring close my Eden, 
Which in reference to you, there is no time. 


For you I have spent my whole life learning 
Because knowledge, my best jewel, you sought. 
And you, in your strength, there lies my yearning, 
And in your words of love there is no thought. 


Farewell to loneliness, thy pain is gone! 

For in all, my new love is wonderful. 

My love is here, his joy has brought me home, 
And in loves new house, I am most dutiful. 


In your arms my love is everlasting. 
Forever in the garden we lay nesting... 


-Talya Gerald 
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The Love the World Doesn’t Understand 


I love so deeply and I care so 

much. The closeness, the hugs, the comfort of a touch. 
The sharing of a tear the long talks when you're here. 
To give you my love to let you 

come in, please understand me, I 

just want to be a friend. 

I see love in holding, and letting 

you come inside, be near to me and 

love me and help be my guide. 

The love that I search for most 

males don’t understand. It means more than LUST it's 
the Love the World Doesn’t Understand. 


-Kimberly Hood Lynn 
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Love 


Remember 


Remember the time? 
Remember the place? 
Remember when she dissed you col’ in your face! 


Remember the beginnings? 
Remember the ends? 
Remember when she dissed you in front of your friends! 


Remember her voice? 
Remember the tone? 
Remember when she dissed you those nights on the phone! 


Remember your advance? 
Remember your pass? 
Remember when she dissed you in the hall after class! 


Remember the rudeness? 
Remember the shame? 
Remember when she dissed you and forgot your name! 


Remember that dance? 
Remember that slam? 
Remember when she dissed you at the sweat box jam! 


Remember all of this!? 

No man could FORGET. 

But I remember the day we met, And that’s one day, I now 
regret. 


-W. Earl Sutton 


PM} 
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Slowly 


With skin as dark as licorice 

Or as brown as cinnamon 

Or as golden as the sunset, 

She walks by... slowly. Her body is finely crafted. 

The beautiful curvature of her breast, 

The gorgeous lines that create her figure hold me captive. 
As she walks by... slowly. 


I get to know her. 


With an intellect as deep as the abyss, 

She speaks to me... slowly. 

She uses her mind masterfully. 

Her imagination is intriguing 

While her thirst for knowledge is perpetual. 
I get to know her, 

As she speaks to me... slowly, 


I begin to see, 

The way she respects herself while demanding respect from others, 
The way she respects me, 

The way she touches me, 


andy 


The way she loves me. 

After seeing all of this, 

All of this beauty, 

All of this intellect, 

and 

All of this self assurance and respect, 

I cannot help but fall in love with her... 


Quickly. 


Donald B. Salmon, Jr. 
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Love 


Think 


Think of the times when when we are together, 
Think of the things which could make them better, 
Think of the times when we are apart, 
THEN 

Think about if it’s me you really want, 


Think of what we could have had, 
Think of how you made me mad, 
Think of all the crazy things I do, 
THEN 
Think of how much I CARE FOR YOU.. 


-Ronda Robinson 
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A Plum 


A (tree) of which I grow 
The mist of which I see 
Where may I rest my stem 
Is it upon the desperate branches, 
Or is it not my choice. 
Oh how boisterous the wind blows, 
Shall I be thrown from my father, 
Or shall I be picked. 
What makes me sweeter than the rest 
Or are they sweeter than me. 
MA, wy SUWireay Ome 
Why am I further from the ones 
Who are so gracefully swinging in the sky 
my provider 
How must I allow the world to taste my juice, 
Open their eyes to the core of my seed. 
Iam no different from the rest. 


-Unknown 
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Love 


I Love You 


The love we make is everlasting 

Fulfilling our every need. 

Never holding back, just letting our vibes collide into joyous 
motions. 

Flowing like the ocean. 

Every wave easing higher and higher. 

And when this thrashing moment has ended, 

Our bodies will mellow out to the sweet sounds of birds. 
And our voices melodically commence a solo. 

In perfect harmony, softly saying , “I love you.” 


-Nowell Brooks 
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All That I Know 


She is all that I know of beauty: 
full moons, nor stars compare... 
to the diamonds I see in her eyes, 
and the gold upon her hair 


She is all that I know of strength: 
together, as seven, we have survived... 
it was she that hand made a light for us, 
when he had one, but yet walked by. 


She is all that I know of love: 
my Mother, father, and friend... 
it is in her heart which I grow, 
and in it that I mend. 


-“Deedot” 
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Love 


Pll Always Come For You 


I'll always come for you baby, for I love you. 
You make me laugh when I’m sad. 

Comfort me when I’m lonely. 

When I’m around you I am one. 

Pll always care for you 

I didn’t see what you meant to me. 

I had to wait till you were gone. 

But girl I will wait no longer. 

For without you the world is blue. 

Pll always come for you. 


I know that someone else is loving you now.But he can’t love 


you like I do. 

But he can't love you like I do. 

I know I hurt you when I walked away. 

But I’m coming back on my knees, oh baby please. 
Pll always come for you. 

Oh don’t say it is too late for us. 

I can’t live without you in my life. 

I can’t make you forget about the past. 

All I can say baby is look to the future, 

For baby I'll always come for you. 


-Benjamin Newkirk 


27 


Ex Umbra 


December 17, 1992 


There once was a love, beautiful and strong 

But as time passed something went wrong. 

Oh, I tried to salvage the love through 

memories of the moments and daydreams, 

Yet without your nurture the existence hardly seems... 
Real without truth, trust, or sex appeal 

As much as you say you love and care, 

It is not enough if you are not ever there. 


So, I looked inside myself searching for fault or reason, 
And my girlfriends tried to calm my mind saying, 

“Dear, men go through this every change of the season!” 
However I could not function with that belief, 

So, I turned to God for spiritual guidance and relief. 


Now I know that your love was not love, because 
You have no knowledge of the Power above. 

Of course, you do not realize you are empty within- 
Or do you know that love is alien to sin? 

You cannot feel and share love until you are free, 


What you feel is a desire for me. 

A desire that comes and goes, 

And leads you where, God only knows. 

I know you do not come to me— 

Loving, caring, and seeking God to get free. 


But why should I sing you that old song, 

I have been singing it for so long. 

You know it word for word, 

And yet you don’t receive it or acknowledge that you heard... 
You are probably saying, “why, you have already said good-bye 
And I know that you are still there” 

It is only because I believe in the power of prayer. 


Well, I have released your fate to God 

and you are still a part of my heart. 

I have cried and begged, in my tears soaked 

Cause my Father says, “Be ye not unequally yoked.” 

So, my decision is already made since it is my will to follow Christ, 
Even if losing your “love” is the sacrifice. 

Although I cannot help but reflect on the cost, while... 

Wondering who you feel actually took the loss. 


-Kerrie McKinney 
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Love 


God’s Love 


You are made in his image, 

but you are nothing like him. 

You destroyed my trust when you left. 
He is the only one I can depend on. 


He comforted me when you made me uncomfortable. 


He gave me his love when you would not. 
He is always there for you and me. 

Even though, I don’t think you deserve it 
GOD LOVES YOU TOO! 


-Addie R. Sagere 


Ex Umbra 


Untitled 


Two minds adjoined 
together as one. 
Though emotions run deep, 
these feelings just begun. 
Not knowing what to say 
or where to go from here. 
I feel a bond 
that explains my fear. 

I know in my heart 
that you’re the one for me. 
Soon we'll be together 
and it’s you that I'll see. 
We'll always be together 
nothing less will do. 

I care for you always 
that’s why I love you. 


-Korie K. Burrow 
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Love 


You and I 


Ever since the day we’ve met, 

The attraction between you and I has been set. 
Never in my heart, have I ever tried to deny, 

The true love in the relationship between you and I. 


Thoughts of you echo in every inch of my mind, 

I hear words that are true, gentle and kind. 

If I see you talking to someone else, I don’t have to spy or 
ask “Why?” 

Because I know there is nothing and no one that can come 
between the love of you and I. 


Whenever problems arise, we try and work them out, 

for it is unnecessary to hit, scream and pout. 

Who needs drugs? When I think of you, I get a natural high. 
I think about the happy times spent between you and I. 


I often sit and wonder what I would do without you. 

My smile would be gone and everything would have a pale 
hue. 

My heart would collapse to see you die. 

My life just would not be the same without you and I. 


-Regina A. Smith 
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Ex Umbra 


Meow 
I love it when our luv comes down. 
You make me feel soooo good. 
Like a cat: 
puLe 
I lick my lips in anticipation. 
I arch my back in pleasure. 
I rub against you in satisfaction. 
I puuuurrrrrr! 


I love it when our luv comes down. 


-Phyllis Jeffers 
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Love 


Playin' Cards 


I met this queen that was perfect 10 

I was her king in the corner once, but never again. 
When I met her, she was dressed to the 9's. 

My boy said "Check her out man she is so fine..." 

We were playing Crazy8, but I gave him 5 and stepped. 
She and I were talkin' serious game, but there was a secret that she kept. 
We left around 7, and then we painted the town red. 

It was around 3 or 4 before we went to bed. 

Yeah, I played Po—ker while we were at Motel 6, 

She was good, she knew alot of card tricks. 

I was lost in the shuffle, but I thought I knew the deal. 
Then I saw her with her Ace-in-the-hole, is this for real? 
I said, "I didn't know Deuces were wild!!" 

She said "Yeah, and I'm the Joker", then she smiled. 
Now, I ain't got Jack. 


-John A. Riddick, Jr. 
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Ex Umbra 


What She Means To Me 


The day I met her was the first time my heart opened like a fist 
that had been tightly clenched up. I was so _ relieved to have this feeling, 
I wanted to scream. 


As we became closer, I found out how giving and warm a person she 
was. Being in her presence made me feel like a huge mountain; 
untouchable. She gave me so much inner strength I felt as though I 
could move the earth. 


The days went by as well as the weeks, and my heart continued to swell 
larger and larger, allowing her to rest inside where no person has ever 
been. My heart was finally at peace and relaxed around her. I wanted to 
continue opening up with her and sharing my souls, fears, and joys. 


I was determined to give myself completely as I never had before. 


I realized that when I was with her, I felt I could do anything. Any task I 
encountered, I knew I would conquer it, as long as I had her in my 
comer. Nothing could touch or harm me. I felt indestructible to anything 
or any force on earth. 


When I’m not with her, my heart quickly closes up I’m _ scared and 
nervous like a lost child in the forest trying to find his way home. 
“Where are you?” I ask. No answer. To hide my insecurities, I create my 
personal defensive glass As the crystal sheet surrounds me, I tell myself, 
“NO ONE WILL GET IN!” No one.... but you. 


It’s a new year now. filled with uncovered stones and surprises. One 


surprise I did not expect was that she would no longer be in my 
presence. 


The reasons are confusing and heart-rending, but she ‘s happy, and 
that’s all I should ever ask of her. The one thing I’m not confused about 
is what she means to me now. 


Everything I was is gone with her like a kite flying aimlessly without any 
controlling hand. 


Kindness, generosity. warmness, and laughter, are all gone now. Even 
my own feelings are slowly drifting away. 


I have lost the one true person that would have changed my entire life. 


Now, my life is completely empty without her. My heart once again 
tightly closes; never to open unless she..., 


sends for me. 
-Bobby Allen 
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Love 


The Irony of Love 


There I was 

enveloped in darkness 

no one to care for me... 

no one to care for. 

I’ve tried to love once before 

and now I think Ill never love again. 
Those were the hardest days of my life. 
As I stood there, waiting for that 
special someone who I knew 

would never come along... 

droplets of water began to run 
down my face. 

The hurt... the pain... the loneliness... 
It all seemed so bad. 

I felt as if I were being defeated 

at my own game. 

Wrapped in self-pity, I began to ask 
the question, “Why me?” 

but this time, I felt no answer. 


Maybe I wasn’t supposed to know why... 


maybe I was supposed to feel suicidal. 


As I turned away, ready to end my life... 


THERE HE SLOOD!!! 


- Evette ReChelle Jones 


Ex Umbra 


Sexy Eyes 


I shouldn’t succumb to temptation. 
Just resist unlike most guys. 

But you keep on killing me softly 
When I look at those SEXY EYES. 


It came about very subtly. 

Before I knew your name. 

I thought you would use them to tease me. 
I thought you were playing that game. 


I know you have caught me looking, 
With a risky, intentional glare. 

So I beg you with all sincerity. 
Excuse me if I stare! 


At times we have now spoken 
And I was somehow nonchalant. 
But I couldn’t reveal my intentions. 
Nor could I reveal my want. 


So I pray this poem finds you 
As fast as time flies. 

For I love to see them always, 
Those beautiful SEXY EYES! 


-W. Earl Sutton 
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Love 


Tonight 


Tonight is the night— 
I can hardly wait, 
To feel your body close to mine, 


To feel your arms around me-— 
holding me —making me safe, 


To feel your lips caress mine— 
igniting a fire between us 


which burns all night long... 


-Ronda Robinson 
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Ex Umbra 


Shades of Blue 


In shades of blue there is a lovely scene 

Soul to soul dual motions become one as Alpha is serene 
Glistening souls flow rhythmically throughout time, 

and space filled lead to more things divine. 

Building and building a magical spark climbs to exist, 

from souls depths emerges a lively mist. 

From mountain tops souls rejoice and cry out to the heavens in 
high, 

for the rise of a new as begun deep in the midst of the clouds that 
lic: 

The Omega brings two, the two bring one, and the one has yet to 
be seen 

In the shades of blue, began a new, it was a lovely scene. 


-Cedric Bullock 
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Love 


The Kiss Of Rain 


To each rose it leaves a drop of dew, 
Only to be spoken of by me and you. 
To each puddle it leaves a stream, 
Only to be seen in our loveliest dream. 
To each star it leaves a mist, 

Only to be shared by our first kiss. 


The rain spoke of roses, 

The rain saw our dreams, 

The rain shared our pain when we both missed, 
the love promised in our first kiss! 


-Talya Gerald 
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Ex Umbra 


A New Time, The Same Place 


It’s a new time 
A different place 
You don’t remember my name 
But you know the face 


Once we were together 
You meant so much 
Now the love is gone 
I miss your touch 


Whatever happened 
where did you go 

I waited for your call 
now I’m all alone 


How did it end 
I don’t exactly remember 
You left without a goodbye 
that was last December 


It’s a new time 
the same place 
You will always remember my name 
and you won't forget the face 


-Korie K. Burrow 
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Love 


My Most Desired 


My most desired I view as such, 

a beautiful rose I cannot touch. 

With glistening soft petals for someone else to feel, 
to have this in my garden I'd surely yield. 

For some time I’ve longed for such a rose, 

but in my garden they wither as they grow. 

Of roses I’ve grown quite a many sum, 


enough to temporarily blind me from the perfect one. 


I know now the rose I want too late, 

for it grows beyond someone else’s gate. 

I guess I’ll leave my fantasies and dreams as they are, 
and view my most desired from afar. 


-Cedric Bullock 
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Ex Umbra 


monopoly-life games 


yo light skinned 

what up red boned 

mmm...baby 
your feet sure must be tired 'cause you been 
running through my mind all day. 


reason # 101: how i could just kill a man 


what ever happened to a normal intro 
followed with i’d like to see you sometime 
or can i call you 


but no everyone needs a gimmick, a handle, something catchy 


please o please 

stop playing games 

be true to yourself 

then be true to others 

why tell someone that you're pushing them away 

so that you can see if they really like you 
hello...does this make sense...hell no 


reason #102: how i could just kill a man 
you may have hours but you're still a rookie when it 
comes to relationships, 


stop playing games before you lose all your cool points 


-Carol L. Lawrence 
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Love 


In Response to Boys 


In response to BOYS 

I have to set things straight. 

Yes Yolanda, you humored us 
well. 

But I became quite irate. 


For girls today have attitudes. 
The ones I can recall. 

How many times have we all 
heard 

That “ALL MEN ARE DOGS!” 


It’s phrases like these, 

and ones as such that fill my 
mind with disgust. 

iimimcan tecespect my fellow 
brothers, 

Then who can one trust? 


So girls and women, I beg and 
plead : 

For you to stop singing that 
song. 

And before you sing it, please 
take heed 

I’m out to prove you wrong. 


These words weren’t meant to 
be a joke. 

I say it like Adam to Eve. 

For one day ladies, you’ll meet 
a MAN like me 

AND HE SHALL MAKE YOU 
DELIEVE: 


-W. Earl Sutton 


Boys 


A heart is not a play thing 
a heart is not a toy 

but if you want it broken 
just give it to boy. 


Boys like to play with things 

to C what makes them run 

But when it comes to making love 
they do it just just 4 fun. 


Boys never give their hearts away 
they play the girls 4 fools 

They wait around 'til you give in 
and they play it cool. 


You'll wonder where he is at night 
you'll wonder if he's true 

One moment U R happy 

the next you are blue. 


When U C him 

your heart begins 2 dance 

your world revolves around him 
There's nothing like romance. 


When it stops you don't know why 
You worry day and night 

You C, my friend, you're losing him 
it never turns out right. 


Love is fine, but hurts so much 
the price U pay is high 

If the choice is love or death 

I think I'd rather die. 


Don't fall in love my friend 
you'll find it doesn't pay- 

it causes so many broken hearts 
it happens everyday. 


My! I'm very sorry 

I hope you understand _ 

but when I fell in love with you 
I thought you were a man! 


-Yolanda Alexander 


Ex Umbra 


Sweet Talk 


I want you, I need you 
Just once tonight. 
Baby, you know I love you, 
PLEASE, 

Don't fight! 


We can make it work 
just you and I... 

C’mon baby, this is a love we can’t deny. 
Pll always be there for you 
Forever and a day. 

No matter what happens, 
here, is where I'll stay. 


If you love me you will... 
Excuse me baby, you did say that you were on 
THE PILL?!!? 


We’ve all heard this before, 
just when we walked out of the door. 
Girls, if we only had known another way we could have shown, 
OuIBLOV iE 


But maybe next time, right?! Wrong!! 
Because your baby is on the way and your man is Gone !!! 


-Talya Gerald 
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Love 


Apology 


For so long I took you for granted 

For so long I didn’t care, 

Just because you were always around me 
I knew within you’d always be there. 


But when I saw you with another 
It nearly crushed my heart in two, 
Because I have alot of love 

And I want to share it with you 


I’m trying to say I’m sorry 

For leaving you hanging on 

I never meant to hurt you, 
Never meant to do you wrong 
Now I’ve come back to ask, 
Do you accept my apology? 

If you don’t I'll understand 
but if you do, 

say you LOVE ME. 


-Jennifer Mewborn 
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Ex Umbra 


Sorry 


Just as friends come and go 

You came and then you went, 
Bringing sunshine to my heart 
leaving emptiness when you left, 
Bitterness for you quickly followed 
As you drifted further away, 

Why did you come when I needed you most 
only to break my heart one day, 
Excuse me for caring so much 

But you made it so easy to do, 

I’m sorry now that I ever did 

and evidently so are you. 


-Rhonda Wilson 
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Love 


Untitled 2 


Alone at last 

to think about you. 

I feel so much, 

but I don’t’ know what to do. 


We just met 

though it seems forever 
I think of you often 

No matter the weather 


Once I leave 

T'll be gone for awhile 
think of me affectionately 
and remember my smile 


You were the one 

that showed me to care. 
though I was stubborn 
You were always there. 


Tl think of you always 
Especially of your touch 
Remember — in my heart, 
you meant so much. 


- Korie K. Burrow 
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Ex Umbra 


Laurin 


As I look out into the thickness of the night 
Often I think of you 

Wondering why and where you’ve gone 
Hating you for leaving me all alone 

And I find myself breathless... 


I see you in the distance and reach out my hands to you 
Longing to feel your warmth once again. 

Hoping to recapture your precious life now at end. 

And I find myself breathless... 


Dear sweet child, sister and friend 

I love you always without fail 

And will keep you in my heart through heaven or in hell 
And when the wrath of death overcomes my soul 

I will look for you to comfort and to hold 

So when I see you there, whenever it may be 

I can refill the emptiness you left inside of me 

When I find myself breathless... 


- A. Denise Chisolm 


48 


Love 


Love Lost 


His name doesn’t matter 
His actions were true 
His presence was overwhelming 
His passion for me grew 


My name doesn ‘t matter 
My love meant so much 
My being was his 
My body felt his touch 


Love is shared 
Love hath lost 
Love is dared 
Love hath cost 


- Korie K. Burrow 


Ex Umbra 


My Romie 


I’m only smiling on the outside inside ’m blue 
thinking of the good things we used to do 
laughing and playing and joking around 
lost in a world never to be found 

I can’t believe the reality it’s hitting hard 
I now face the fact my Romie is gone 
He was a young man trapped in a very wrong time 
working very hard never satisfied 
he was only seventeen when he took his life 
April 11 (1990) what a horrible night 
talking on the phone until the sunrise 
always upfront there was never a guise 
I can’t believe the reality it’s hitting hard 
I now face the fact my Romie is gone. 


-Kimberly Council 
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Love 


He Is Love 


Glory to the Most High, the Creator, the Prince of Peace, the 
Saviour of man. 


He hath created all good that hath been created. 
Glory be to God! 


He hath died and risen that we may not perish, but have life 
everlasting 


Glory be to God! 


He is the giver and sustainer of life and holds the key to both 
death, hell, and the grave. 


Glory be to God! 


He is Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the end. He is all that 
is good and perfect. 


Glory be to God! 
He is love. 


-Gregory R. Dillard 


Ex Umbra 


My Special Friend 


I found a special friend in you 

hoping you’d found the same, 

gazing deep into your eyes 

blushing when I heard your name, 

the touch of your body close to me 
The taste of your lips against mine, 

To hold you close and have you near 
ignited my fire inside, 

days may come and days may go 

but all I wanted was you, 

You held me in your gentle arms 

like no other man could do, 

I wonder now if you think about me 
and the feeling we once shared 

Did you throw all of my pictures away? 
Trying to forget you ever cared, 

What goes through your mind on the occasion 
our paths should happen to cross, 

Do you reminisce about the woman you had 
realizing she’s now your loss, 

it’s over now and gone for good 

but it wouldn’t be if you had dared, 

to share your fears of how you felt 

I’m not like her...I cared! 


-Rhonda Wilson 
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Love 


Silent Tears 


Silent tears fall without warning. 

They are usually caused by a yearning, 
For that special person 

whom you love so much. 

but one of whom you are always 

told you cannot touch 


Silent tears are a very special kind. 
They are usually felt when you 


realize you can’t turn back the hands of time. 


But, for whatever reason, cause, feeling, 
Silent Tears are never 
HEALING!!! 


-Talya Gerald 


Ex Umbra 


You Left 


You knocked at the door of my heart 
and like a fool I let you in 
despite my constant fears of you. 
One day leaving, 
Or forgetting what we once shared, 
or embracing another with the gentle arms that used to comfort 
me, 
Until you took them away, 
But then you left 
Without a clue as to why, 
Were you afraid of what you felt? 
I was too but at least I stayed, 
Maybe you were unable to wait for me 
to give myself to you completely, 
SO you ran, 
Or perhaps you could not handle a REAL WOMAN, 
I don’t know since you were 
not man enough to tell me. 


-Rhonda Wilson 
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Love 


At The Time I Was Vulnerable 


It started with a smile. Then flowers, the summer of 1991. 
All seemed perfect for the first four months until I questioned his 
whereabouts one fall evening. His first reply...a slap to my right jaw. 
His second reply..."I'm sorry." 

I believed him. 

Before leaving for the Christmas holidays, I invited him home 
with me and he declined the offer. I again (mistakenly) questioned 
him. His first response...a blow to my stomach. 

His second response...a kiss. 

Again I trusted him and believed in love. 

The beating continued and were now accompanied with 
deadly threats. 

At the same time I felt love, fear, and pity toward my man- 
boyfriend-lover. 

By the time spring came, I had received countless assaults 
and batteries. Over this period of time, I learned of his correct age, | 
learned he had been terminated from his job, and that he had been 
cheating on me—he wasn't even who he said he was the summer 
before. 

I'd been receiving "licks" and living with a fraud. Gradually, | 
withdrew from him and tried to regain my self-respect and my self- 
esteem because I had gained weight. Eating soothed my nerves and 
calmed me in the time of fear. 

He noticed my distance and wanted to reconcile. I debated 
for a while, and foolishly accepted. This time he accused me of 
seeing other people and frantically hit. 

I fought back! 

The fight seemed as though it lasted for hours. Luckily I 
survived. 

I managed to walk away miraculously — he gave me a black 
eye, a bloody nose, a swollen jaw, and bruised ribs. 

With help from my new counselor, I never returned to him, 
and I am gradually healing. I've lost the weight and my academics 
have improved. ' 

He stopped me just the other day and he couldn't believe it 
was me. He spoke to me, I walked by with my head held high. Now 
I am strong — a proud black woman. I survived. 


For those who are victims in abusive relationships—get out 
now!!! I know it is frightening. But understand that there is hope and 
help. I survived 11 months of abuse. Afterwards, with help from my 
family, my counselor, my God, I conquered the entire ordeal. 

You must take the first step. YOU CAN DOIT. I did. 


The author was an NCCU student and chose to keep her identity 
anonymous. 
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Ex Umbra 


Soon coming ...shh 


my race is just beginning 
the whistle has just been blown 
premier punch is what you’ve experienced 
yes, i'm coming at you 
don’t try to defend yourself 
im coming like a thief in the night 


i come full of knowledge 
ready to counter any device you have 
remember, my ancestors created your technology 
thought you knew... 
pray now 
iim coming with all my power 
like a thief in the night 


prayer is the key 

faith unlocks the door 

i hold the key 

yet i'd rather use a wrecking ball 

that is when you will know that i am coming 


asking for forgiveness will not help 


you will be subjugated to the pain of 400 years 
mercy, you cry for mercy? 


after all you’ve done 
you have the nerve to use a word 


a word that used to make you laugh 


the only mercy for you is to be buried whole with some 
familiarity for your so-called loved ones 


unlike Emmett Till... 


-Carol L. Lawrence 
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Heritage 


Liberation Will Come 


Forward!...This liberation battle is not dead! 
The movement must move on! 


As sure as God sits upon his throne liberation will come! 
My adversary will surely lose for I am armed with a helmet of 
knowledge, wisdom, and understanding, a sword of truth, 


freedom, justice, and equality, and an indestructible shield of 
spirituality. 


Surely liberation will come! 

Although the way seems dark, I can see. My black’ woman is 
my light source,...my torch in times of darkness. Her love is 
my motivation. She is my future. She is my life. 

In the course of this battle there will be hardships; many will 
suffer, but the race is not won by the swift, nor the strong, but 
by he who endureth many trials and tribulations. 

Surely liberation will come! 

Though I am weary I trod the path of my ancestors carrying a 
staff of righteousness. If my physical should perish, I shall not 
worry. God hath prepared a resting place for his child. 


Surely liberation will come! 


-Gregory R. Dillard 
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Ex Umbra 


Freedom or Death 


Freedom or death? You can’t elude the confrontation. 

The black man is still a slave in this wicked nation! 

Shackles once placed upon my limbs are now placed upon my 
mind 

The black man in the 20th century..., deaf, dumb, and blind. 


No knowledge of that from which he has come, therefore he has 
no direction 

The original man enslaved and murdered because of his 
complexion 


Many of my brothers live locked up like beasts 
Their souls must be set free,...their minds released 


But as long as my people remain oppressed to fight is all that is 
left 


Get ready for the war...it’s freedom or death 


Black leaders are taken without hesitation or shame 
Our people die daily and some wonder who’s to blame 


However there must come a change 
Some of us are no longer asleep 


The evils ye have sown so shall ye reap. 


To unite as one is the only solution left 
Up you mighty race!-It’s freedom or death! 


- Gregory R. Dillard 
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Heritage 


Freedom 


etme so.sLet ime be Free! 
Free from your ludicrous allegations of betrayal. 


The battle is BIGGER. 
Bigger than your cheap, perverted sexual manhood. - whore! 
Larger than your Philly Blunts. - Dope man, dope man. 

Bigger than your endless excuses for criminal behavior. - killer! 
Broader than your undecipherable underground raps. - 
perpetrator! 

Far more reaching than your mama’s boy quest for success. - 
bougie! 
Bigger and better than you will ever be. 


I am free. 

Free to say no and mean it! 

No food. 

No sex. 

No money. 

No anything; no nothing. 
No. (Thank you Gwendolyn) 


Free to care about myself. - Me, myself and I. 
Free to feel without feeling guilty. I hate you! 
Free to express myself without fear of rejection. - F—k you, f—k 
you, f—k you. 
Free from Booker T’s barrel of crabs. - You will not pull me back 
in! 


Free of you. 

Free at last, free at last.. 
Free to move on. 

Thank God almighty... 
Free from havoc and chaos. 
I'm free at last 


-Phyllis M. Jeffers 
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Ex Umbra 


Untitled 


BLACK MAN BLACK MAN, strong and lean 

don’t be afraid to follow your dream. 

Stand strong, stand proud and don’t you dare fall 
when this is all over you will surpass them all. 


Though finances and education are getting you down now 
you will succeed and make them all say WOW! 


Encouragement, Love, and Kind Words 

are all you need 

to get you on your way 

and make others want to follow your lead. 


BLACK MAN BLACK MAN, 

Your song is in the air. 

Your flute is the tool that will make them all care. 
Hold on, be strong, be proud and true. 

Be faithful, diligent and persistent 


and goodness will follow you. 


-Evangelyn A. Wilson 
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Heritage 


Just Because 
Just because I’m Black, 


They’re always trying to keep me back. 


Just because I’m Black, 
They gave me a little old shack. 


Just because I’m Black, 
They made me carry a cotton sack. 


Just because I’m Black, 
They said that I’m tired and slack. 


Just because I’m Black I no longer shall be, 
AFRO-AMERICAN I want you to call me. 


-Alfreda| M. Plummer 


63 


Ex Umbra 


African American Dream 


I want power! 
I want my black brothers to be in the white house,.not as butlers, 
cooks, or janitors. But as men of power. 
I want black men to spit on white women and see them 
for the trash that they are! 

I want power! 
I want my black sister to run businesses, schools,and stand by her 
strong black man. 
I don’t want her selling her body, sleeping with white men 
or degrading herself. 

I want power! 
I want drugs, homosexuality, and crime to release my people, 
so that we can take our rightful place in society. 
I want the ghettos, white men's form of genocide 
to move out of the cities. 
I want us to stop killing one another 
and holding each other down. 
I want the whites to realize that it was my people who created 
civilization and to step aside for the true kings and queens. 

I want power! 
I want us to rise up and reorganize the government so that 
black power means, POWER! I want to strike fear in the white 
man! I want him to know that white supremacy is over and that 
the time of the black man and black woman are here! 

I want power, BLACK POWER! 


-Areana X 
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Heritage 


The Blackness In Me 


My blackness means beauty, 
such as that of a white dove soaring across the sky. 


My blackness means achieving, 
such as Dr. King achieved his goals in life. 


My blackness means love, 
such as the love Jesus shared for us all. 


My blackness means freedom, 
symbolizing that there are not enough chains to hold 
my people back again. 


My blackness means equality, 
meaning that what’s under my skin is the same as 


everyone else. 


My blackness means faith, 
faith that God will see me through. 


My blackness means education, 
for that I have learned, I will know for myself. 


My blackness means being me, 
because without being me I am nothing. 


And I know that I am what I am, 
because it is The Blackness In Me. 


-Alfreda M. Plummer 
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Lion-ess 


Iam a lion 

head-strong and fierce 

I am a lion me, no one can stop 
Iam a lion 

I hold a brave heart 

I am a lion 

with a head full of smarts 
Iam a lion 

A master of many arts 
Can you hear me roar? 
lamiaslion 

yes.... am a woman! 

Hear me 

ROAR!!! 


-Chameleon 
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Sista, Sista.. 
Sista, Sista... 


Sista, Sista.. 
Sista, Sista.. 


Sista, Sista.. 
Sista, Sista... 


Sista, Sista... 
Sista, Sista.. 


Sista, Sista... 
Sista yoista... 


Sista, Sista.. 
Sista, Sista.. 


Heritage 


Sista, Sista 


Mother of civilization 


Foundation needed for a strong black nation 


.Love, compassion, and understanding 
Beautiful, strong, and demanding 


In need of respect, understanding, 


compassion, and love 
Gift from above 


Mother, friend, wife 


Giver of life 


God’s perfect creation 
Mother of civilization 


I place none above you 
I'll always love you 


- Gregory R. Dillard 
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Sister Of Mine 


Sister of mine 

your story is familiar. 

Poor, Black and beautiful 

your dreams have been shattered 
men have humbled your spirit 

life has let you down. 

Sister of mine 

lift up your head 

love yourself for who you are 

don’t let nobody steal your spirit 

for this is God’s precious gift to you. 
And if you have no other reason to be happy 
just remember. 

I love you 

Sister of mine 


-M. Carter 
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Mama Said, Mama Said! 


“Mama said 
Mama said” 


My mama always said..... 
no sex before marriage. 
but time sang another tune...... 


We did IT anyway. (like everything else everyone else was 
doin IT) 


Sinners! 
No, just Fools. 
Victims or Creators of self-betrayal. 
Clinging 
to 
false affection 
and 
ungratifying security. 


I shoulda listened to my momma. 
But it's too late now. 


So what’s a lil' pleasure when life is 
soooo hard? 


When will I listen to what my 


“Mama said” 
“Mama said?” 


-Phyllis Jeffers 


69 


Ex Umbra 


Resolve 


I am a loving person 

A forgiving person 

A trusting person 

A loyal person 

I have given love to everyone around me 

I have forgiven them a thousand times over 
Would trust them with my life 

Loyal to my very last breathe 

And when those people went their own way and 
left me behind 

I had to reach way down and find some courage 
Enough courage to give some love to myself 
Enough courage to forgive me for my worst sins 
Enough courage to put a little trust in myself 
And just enough courage 

not to betray myself for the sake of another ever 
again 


-Rhonda R. Reese 
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The Truth 


UGLY? Is that what you said? 

Huh, you must be insane 

When I look into the mirror I see pure beauty, not 
perfection 

And no one can tell me there’s fault in my reflection 

I recall days not long ago 

when your words would ache my very soul 

But no longer because I’ve grown and I’ve learned 

The respect you get is the respect you earn 

So, yes I could cater to your ego and ignore the beautiful 
truth 

Pretend I’ve never seen myself and deny that I’m cute 
But why should I, why should I hide behind a mask 

and shield my African heritage, because you don’t 
understand? 

And what do you know anyway? 

No my eyes aren’t blue, my nose isn’t narrow, and my 
hair’s not long and fine 

But all the features I’ve been blessed with are all mine 
So you can continue to frown as you ignorantly stare 
wonder why my lips are full, nose is wide, and why I have 
thick black hair 

As I tell you this once, and one time only 

I will not allow you to suppress my confidence and beauty 
any longer 

Because what you said to me in the past has only made me 
stronger 

So now that I’ve looked inside myself, I truly believe 

the definition of beauty is all about me 

And I am more beautiful than you could ever be 

THE TRUTH! 


-A. Denise Chisolm 
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Knowledge 


Knowledge is power, the key to much wisdom 

our children only have what we give them. 

To yourself and your body be true 

so when the cuties step up you know what to do. 

Put on the whole armor intelligence galore 

know who you are and what you stand for. 

We as a people will not succeed if the brother man pushes 
us down to our knees. But we share the guilt the pain and more 
allowing ourselves to even ignore, 

or acknowledge the serious and compelling situation 

for seconds of smooth sensations 

an intense occupation in ecstasy and know not 

the significance of what it means. 

You’ve become a slave and don’t realize 

who’s the oppressor deeply disguised. 

But in time we will learn and truly succeed , 

The Black family unites The white man on his knees. 
Proper Education Always Creates Elevation. 


-Kimberly Council 
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Education In America 
(For Black Folk) 


K through 12 


We go through school... 

and become intellectually and mentally constipated. 
We live our lives... 

with an irregular mind. 


The knowledge of ourselves, 
is the only laxative... 
To release the shit on our minds! 


-Donald B. Salmon, Jr. 


Wanna Be’s 


Wanna be’s 

Want to hide 

But cannot 

Real is too real 

Others may see through 
Others will see through 
But if you look into others 
You'll probably see you 


-Eric Bb. Scott 
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A Certain Amount Of Respect 


From baby, to girl, to hey mama, to come here ho, all the way to 
what’s up bitch. 

Your colorful ways of disrespecting me. 

How dare you? Have you forgotten? 

I am the original beauty. The queen of the first civilization. 
Mother of all humanity. The backbone of an entire race. 
You must have forgotten. Because you continue to rape me 
Ridicule me 

Abuse me 

You must have forgotten. 

I am the one who gave you life. 

I am the one who gave you the strength from my bosom. 
Iam the one who wiped your runny nose and comforted you in 
the cold dark of a scary night. 

I am the one who will be your life companion. 

Your lover and friend. 

Your resting place when you get weak. 

So Stop! And Think 

Before you open your mouth to disrespect me. 

I am not your baby. 

I’m too wise to be your girl. 

You'll have to look elsewhere for a ho. 

And I have far too much dignity to be your bitch. 

Tam the Queen Mother. The mother of queens. 

And my very presence demands a certain amount of respect. 


-Rhonda R. Reese 
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Human 


This is an appeal to the American Nation, 

we're all Gods children, his beautiful creation. 
The blood,land,riches, we need to free, 

human is my name for those who don’t know me. 


Give me pride, dignity and love for thyself 

I need these to gain a better heath and wealth. 
Some call me brother; are they really my brother? 
Some don’t love their color, their father, or mother. 


Your skin is light, you’re better than me, 

this you are taught in society. 

The coming together of people is my exponent, 
When ever this happens will be a great moment. 


The black woman is a beautiful work of art, 

she’s exploited, harassed, she’s torn apart. 
Protection, that’s what we need give this creature, 
respect for herself is what we must teach her. 


If the black woman is destroyed, so is a race, 

no means of reproduction a terrible waste. 

First God, then my mom, no one can take her place, 
don’t disrespect her for this will mean disgrace. 


A black man was used as a stud, a horse, 

with the woman he produced slaves for the boss. 
Through generations this method passed down, 
boys get a woman pregnant,”boom!!!” leave town. 


The unity of races is the problem we face today, 
when we all come together that will be a brighter day. 
Give me freedom, justice, equality, peace, 

then and only then will my mind be released. 


Winds blows through the mind, with the keys I speak, 
unite all races of people and not just the elite. 

Society has taught us to beat each other down, 

we shouldn’t as humans beat each other in the ground. 


-James H. Smith 
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Negativity 


..funs rampant through these parts 
Some people thrive on it and some believe it in their heads 


To those who are strong 
with their minds, their bodies, their souls 


Not to worry 


Why is there so much hate in this world? 
We are all one in the same 


Playing the same game 


Everyone wants to be the best 
Everyone’s searchin’ for success 


So don’t be deaf, don’t be dumb. Don’t be blind, 
the only way to find success, is to open your mind. 


-Chameleon 
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Seriously 


To sketch a lyric is artistry. 

If you don’t understand, then just follow me. 
As I give you my opinions and theory 

A joke’s a joke...but seriously. 


Dream for the maker, maker for the dream 

But if you, “Keep the dream alive”, you miss we mean. 
You see, to keep a dream alive you must be asleep. 
Unconsciousness rules while the problems are deep. 


“Keep the dream alive”, is archaic and irrelevant 
“Realize the dream”, is present and future tense. 
Makes sense to the educated, drunken or the weary 
Time is short...seriously. 


He said,”She’ll be your freak for cash or a check, 
“The ho don’t guard herself, so what the heck.” 
Well, if humpin’ around shows low self-respect 
Then many niggas also the mirror need to check. 
Seriously. 


A few block away is the Know Book Store 

Too many avoid it like a lion’s roar. 

No self-respecting hoodlum goes near a bookstore 
So seriously, what do you avoid it for? 


-Haven Umstead 
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The Difference Between You and Me 
(Message to the Blackman with his white girl) 


bob (your boss) 
ets on your nerves. 
Bes a bigot. Five days a week... You face him. 
he called You a nigger...under his breath. 
You heard him. 


When You get home, 

You gotta face... 

heather (a white girl who has no faith in you.) 
she don’t understand why you’re mad, 

how to mourn Your losses, 

or how to celebrate Your triumphs. 

All she understands... 

is how to hide You from her parents, 

and how to screw You. 


bob is my boss too. 

he gets on my nerves. 

Five days a week... 

I face him also. 

he called me a nigger too... under his breath. 
and Just like You, 

I heard him. 


BUT the difference between You and me is... 


When I get home, 

I have the pleasure of facing... 

Imani (A alee Woman who has Faith in me.) 

She understands, exactly why I’m mad... 

because She’s mad too. 

She understands, exactly how I mourn my losses... 
because We mourn together. 

She understands, how to celebrate my triumphs... 
because We triumph together. 


Her parents love me. 
and... 


She makes love to me much better than heather can. 
Damn, you’re lost— 

Find yourself... 

In the Black Woman 


-Donald B. Salmon, Jr. 
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Black Nor White 


My mother was a white lady 
simple, but proud. 

I loved her dearly 

though she often let me down. 
Sometimes I wonder 

why she acted so mean. 
Perhaps the color her skin 
affected her being. 


My father was a black man 

loving, but shrewd. 

His actions seemed genuine 

though his thoughts were crude. 

He hated my existence, my being, and my color 
His hatred of my substance was like no other 


Now I sit here 

neither black nor white 

Knowing my existence has brought me 
nothing but strife 

I love both cultures, black and white 
but embracing one or the other 

is neither wrong nor right. 


-Korie K. Burrow 
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“Thank You Mom” 


You have been my strength, my support and my guide all of my 
life, and I say “Thank You”. Since I can remember, you have been 
there teaching me valuable life lessons, those lessons have helped 
to mold me into who I am today. All that I have become is 
because of your strong influence in my life. You have truly shown 
me what strength and determination can do for someone’s life. 
You are proud, so I am proud! You taught me how to be a lady, 
the importance of respect for myself and others, and how to 
weather many storms. “Thank You” You instilled in all of us the 
fact that we were as good as anyone else, and then you expected 
no less of us. You introduced me to God, probably the single most 
important thing you could have done. I appreciate you and all that 
you have been in my life, we are friends and you mean more to 
me than anything else in this world. I hope I can provide the same 
kind of stability and love for my family that you have provided for 
yours. 

LLOVE YOU 
Dedicated to my mother: Ms. Lenore Ann Davis 


-Malika Husbands 
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Martin Luther King, Jr., My Hero 


Martin Luther King Jr. is a hero of mine. 

He brought forth pride, which I am glad to find. 
By grinning and bearing the pains of sorrow, 

not knowing he opened the doors of tomorrow. 
He put a symbol of peace in my heart, 

a confidence and determination to do my part. 

To accomplish my goals, and have a promising life. 


To share my talents, and help hold up the shining light. 


-Vrlynda Wilkes 
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Compromise what? 


my: 


dignity? 
respect? 
self-esteem? 
beliefs? 
hopes? 
future? 
dreams? 
career? 
goals? 
aspirations? 
essence? 
womanhood? 
mind? 

soul? 
sanity? 


myself ? 


Compromise? 
For what? 
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some: 


clout? 
prestige? 
power? 
money? 
stuff ? 
Sexn, 
luvin ? 


some body else? 


Compromise 


Compromise? 

For who? 
a man? 
part of a man? 
piece of a man? 

some of a man? 
another woman’s man? 
(somebody else’s guy? - 
Go Patti) 

a boy: 


trying to be a man? 
thinking about being a 
man? 

pledging to be a man ? 
drinking to be a man? 
rapping to be a man? 
smoking to be a man? 
beating a woman to be 
a man? 

pimpin’ to be a man? 
f--king to be a man? 
afraid to be a man? 


(“Go away little Boy!!!!”! ) 
Compromise? 
What? 


For What? 
For Who? 


! Marlena Shaw 


-Phyllis Jeffers 


Heritage 


Thank You for Sharing Your Love with Me 


Grandpa James, Charles, Uncle Jim... Thank you all for sharing 
your love with me. 

I promise... I won’t keep it to myself, I'll share my love with 
someone too. 

Who? 

Well... someone as warm as you... Grandpa James As direct, as 
honest, as flavorful and as good a cook and friend as you had 
been. 

Who? 

Well... someone as exciting as you... Charles As spontaneous, 
as affectionate, as charming and as good of a romantic and 
friend as you had been. 

Who? 

Well... someone as generous as you... Uncle Jim As prideful, 
as caring, as loving and as good of a provider and friend as 
you had been. 

Thank you all for sharing all of these qualities and more... but 
most of all... “THANK YOU FOR SHARING YOUR LOVE 
WITH ME”. 


- Evette ReChelle Jones 
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Needing You 
Mommy why did you disappear after I was born? 


Didn’t you know after nine months of pain and sacrificing I 
belonged to you? 


Where were you when I needed you to feed me; 
when I needed you to give me something to drink; 
when IJ needed you to change my diaper and bathe me? 


Where were you when I needed you to teach me how to walk 
and how to talk; 

when I needed you to kiss my scarred knee; 

when I needed you to play “Tooth Fairy?” 


Where were you when I needed you to drive me to school for the 
first time; 

when I needed you to be beside me in the hospital when death 
had me in it’s grip, 

when I needed you to see me as one of the proudest graduates of 
1992? 


So, please don’t come up now and try to be “mom” and 
please... please don’t try to explain cause I DON’T NEED YOU 
ANYMORE! 


[ just wanted to know where you were 


because when it’s my turn to be “needed” I'll know where not to 
be! 


- Nathaniel Todd 
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You and I 


You love to hate me, I hate to love you, 

but love you I do for I am part of you. 

Was my past so great that you had to disguise 

and cover the truth with hatred and lies? 

You make your blood mine, and so mine yours. 

You made us one which you try to ignore. 

You made your home mine, and denied me my own. 

You have created many enemies and made danger for which 
you are prone. 

You deny me what’s mine and reject me the same. 

Now tell me, would you love me had I done you such pain. 
Where one is loved is home and I am not loved here. 

You discriminate, oppress me, and keep me in fear. 

Years of evil, years of pain, too much anger for one to obtain. 
You've killed me off, but my day will arrive. 

To best your day so that I will rise. 

I know what you fear, what I was and can be, 

greater than you again you fear to see. 

Remember one law, what is evil will fall, 

and forget not, the greatest evil of all. 

I'll wonder forever, what makes you hate so, 

I’ve prayed that you’d change for fear of where you'll go. 

See me as you and love me the same, 

and all will be forgiven with no one to blame. 

I guess for now you'll love to hate me, 

and I’ll hate to love you, 

but love you I will 

for Iam part of you. 


-Cedric Bullock 
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From Sophia...to Sufi...to Malcolm X : 
The Symbolism,Sign and Synthesis of the X 
by, GattemBaCue 


The current reinterest in Malcolm X has spawned a plethora of 
magazines, hats, clothing, books, articles, debates and social 
analyses by people in general. This phenomena has, however, 
neglected the essence of Brother. Malcolm which can not be 
defined by historical, left brain, linear, analytical paradigms. This 
article is not meant to explain or rationalize away Malcolm’s 
contribution through a process of the “dead letter that killeth the 
spirit” but to look at aspects of a wisdom system that activated the 
spiritual evolution of a man from Detroit Red—Genocide Type to 
Malcolm X—Geno Type to El Hajj Malik El Shabazz—Genius Type. 
The Greeks such as Plato, Pythagoras, and Aristotle who went to 
Khmt (Egypt) to study the Hermetic system called what they were 
receiving “Sophia”. Sophia in Greek meant wisdom and was, and 
is depicted as a Black woman. Their “black” inspiration! These 
lovers of wisdom are called philosophers in English. The stories 
attributed to Esoph,i.e., Esoph’s Fables, come from the same 
tradition except Esoph is not one person but many persons. 
Esophs were Black philosophers—Ethiopian philosophers. In the 
Hebrew traditional system wisdom was hidden from the masses 
and carried forth under the cloak of the cabala. The principle of 
wisdom was called AIN SOPH. In Islam this wisdom tradition 
which originated in Khmt (Egypt) became known as SUFISM. The 
Sufis were lovers of wisdom. 

In all cultures and religions there is an esoteric aspect 
that is a transmitter of universal wisdom. This fact is noted by 
George G.M. James in his monumental work Stolen Legacy. The 
Africans who transmitted wisdom to the world throughout various 
times in history are the very same people in the Bible that were 
supposedly cursed because of the actions of HAM. In Hebrew the 
aspirant H is pronounced as the guttural K, so HAM in Hebrew is 
KHAM. Our ancestors called themselves KHAM-ites; they called 
their land KHAM (Khm) and the process of developing those 
prophetic tendencies within AL-KHAMI (Alchemy). According to 
certain traditions, after the prophet Abram went into Ur of 
Chaldea and studied under Haggar the Egyptian and united with 
her, his name was changed to Abraham. The Black Arab writer 
Al-Jahiz said over 1000 years ago in his book Kitab Fakhr 
As-Sudan Ala’ Al-Bidan (The Book of the Glory of the Black Race) 
that “Abd Al-Muttalib (Grandfather of Muhammad) fathered ten 
Lords, black as the night and magnificent.” One of these lords 
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was prophet Muhammad’s father Abdallah. The cultural 
transmission of Wisdom (Sophia) into the Western world, 
which was subsequently diluted into linear, left brain, 
scholasticism which is taught in modern day colleges and 
universities, entered Spain in 711 A.D. by way of the Moors. 
Many of the persons entering Andalusia (Spain) with Tarik 
were sufis (philosophers). These Black Moorish Sufis were the 
guardians of the sacred KHAMetic wisdom system which was 
in Egypt prior to the Arab conquest. One of the most revered 
Sufis that ever lived was Dul’ Nun Mizrin (Mizrin means 
Egypt). Dul Nun, of Nubian parents, founded an order called 
the Builders who are the precursors to the Free Masons. The 
historiographer Al-Masudi said he(Dul Nun) would go to 
various temples and ruins in Egypt (Khm) and meditate on 
their meaning. Dul Nun translated these hieroglyphs (medu 
neter—in Khametic language meant “word of God” as “spirit” 
into Arabic 1000 years before the modern egyptologist 
Champolleon was born. 

These Black Masters called the land they conquered in 
Europe Al-Andalusia which in Spanish means “walking with 
light” or walking “with enlightenment” Andar= to walk and 
luz=light. This is significant because the first book, known to 
the ancients as the”pert em heru” i.e., the book of light was 
misinterpreted, mistranslated by another “rational, linear 
processing” egyptologist Sir Wallace Budge as the book of the 
Dead. To come into light or en-lightenment means to move to 
a higher state of consciousness. To move beyond the physical 
to the meta-physical; to move beyond the natural to the 
supra-natural; to move beyond the ordinary to the 
extra-ordinary. 

This is why Malcolm moved himself from Detroit 
Red—Genocide Type to El Hajj Malik El Shabazz—Genius Type. 
He was able to see beyond the dead letter. He was able to 
take a situation and understand its cause/effect relationship as 
opposed to defining the situation based upon the effect. 
Malcolm was much more than a warrior, he was a spiritual 
warrior who- recognized that the first enemy was the ‘inner 
me.’ Who is your enemy, enemy, inner me? The patron saint 
of Germany was Mauritus the Moor or St. Maurice and he is 
pictured wearing a suit of armor. This armor has the purpose 
of protecting his body from his enemy, 1.e. inner me. This 
fight is a holy war; it is the esoteric meaning behind the . 
Islamic “jihad” according to the Sufi. One of the Black Moorish 
dynasties under Sufi persuasion was the MURABITUN or 
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Almoravids in Spanish. They entered Spain in the 11th century 
from their ribat/fortress/sanctuary in Senegal to put Andalusia back 
under Moorish control after the Europeans had capitalized on the 
internal-strife between Arab, Berber and African. Here again the 
outer accomplishment was vanquished by the inner me. The 
MURABITUN were able to restore order because they dealt with 
the soul, the inner me. Externally what was the impact of the 
Moors? They brought medicine, agriculture, libraries, schools, 
science, public baths, architecture, algebra, etc. to a land in the 
midst of the Dark Ages when native monarchs lived in hovels 
without windows and _ illiteracy was so widespread even the Pope 
couldn't read! 

Malcolm was a natural inheritor of this ancient system after 
he made Hajj in the late 1950s. The first Hajj was in Senegal 
where Malcolm was initiated by the Malikis, a Muslim school of 
jurisprudence (Law). Malcolm was given the name Malik because 
he came to understand the true meaning of the Law which 
governs man and the universe. The second Hajj to Arabia was in 
the 1960s. The significance of the Hajj is a pilgrimage taken by 
Muslims to the holy city of Mecca but Hajj may also, according to 
the Sufi, be an inner journey of the soul. In order ~ for the soul 
to travel we must discard the ego of intellectualism, materialism 
and rationalism. The ancients recognized that the ego, the head, 
could be an impediment to your inner transformation, which is 
why they depicted the highest component of the soul (Ka) as two 
arms without a head. To re-evaluate Malcolm X we have to put 
ourselves in a pharaonic mind set. This mind set recognizes that 
there is unity beyond the multiplicity. This way of thinking, or 
rather knowing, is true Afro-centricity because nature/neter/God 
recognizes there is a duality in the world that helps you to 
experience. This mind set does not get hung up on either or; but 
realizes everything has its good and evil; its negative and positive; 
its heaven and earth; its upper and lower. This way of knowing 
is not governed by the left side of the brain, which is rational, 
analytical, linear, historical, time oriented, sequential and 
egotistical. On the other hand, the right side of the brain controls 
the left side of the body. It is instinctive, synthetical, imaginative, 
cyclical, spatial, musical, dream oriented, and humble/peaceful. 

The right brain functioning pattern is the key to the 
pharaonic mindset. This is why the ancient Black masters 
implemented the medu neter (hieroglyphs) which is a picture 
language. One picture is worth ten thousand words and are not 
subject to change—because a bee will always be a bee; a tree 
always a tree regardless of TIME-yesterday, today or tomorrow. 


88 


Heritage 


As an example of Malcolm we must understand his bipolar 
self, personified by Martin Luther King. These two men were 
both kings—trying to unite the people of their respective 
lands. Dr. Martin Luther King was king of the south and 
Malcolm was king of the north because the name “Malik” 
means king of kings. The meaning of this unification 
movement was played out in 3100 B.C. when upper and 
lower Khmt (Egypt) came together to form one country, one 
dynasty, one great civilization. The symbol of the X is seen in 
Khmt/Khamit/Egypt in the figure of the dead pharaoh who is 
holding in his left and right hands respectively the crook and 
the flail Gaekat and nekhakha). The hekat is in the left hand, 
the receiving side, the north, right brain activated, the above. 
The nekhakha is held in the right hand, the side that restores, 
that gives, left brain activated, the south, the below. The 
ancients said “As above so below, As below so above” An 
essential truth that these two kings were moving towards 
before there assassinations was that the heart “ib hat” unites 
and the head (brain) separates. Your heart is in the center of 
your upper and lower body and otherwise balances, regulates 
the functions of all your organs in your body; regulates the 
functions of your bodily universe. The earthly sun is the 
center of the earthly universe and regulates all planetary 
functions. 

Hence it was known thousands of years ago that the 
same number of systems (i.e., circulatory, digestive etc.), 
regulated by your heart equals the same number of systems in 
the universe regulated by the sun (9). The crossing of the 
scepters symbolizes the ability of nature to encourage to ~ 
encom-pass action and reaction which are complementary in 
function. From a mechanical functioning perspective, this 
crossing is essen-tially alternation. From large waves to low 
tide; this crossing alternates between birth and death and then 
on to the next cycle at another level. This X factor operates in 
all life forms on the planet in lesser and greater cyclical 
degrees. Even the serpent and the falcon seen on the crown 
or the head piece of the pharaoh symbolizes the function of 
crossing: the snake is on the left side of the crown, crawls on 
the earth, and is not able to see the forest for the trees. The 
falcon is on the right side of crown (the head), flies above and 
over, and is able to see the entire forest. At the top of the flail 
in the pharaonic X, there are three rays being emitted, a triple 
flow, a trinity. It symbolizes that within any quality seen in 
nature be it positive-negative or upper-lower it will have three 
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fold attributes. Active-Male-Positive, Passive-Female-Negative, 
Reactive-Informed-Neutral. The triple flow is energy activating a 
particular substance in a fixed position to maintain a particular 
action. The function behind this symbol also means the neutral 
magnetic center of the neutron maintains equilibrium between the 
negative and positive charges within the molecule. The evolution 
of Malcolm X from Detroit Red—Genocide Type to Malcolm 
X-Geno Type to El Hajj Malik El Shabazz—Genius Type is 
comparative and cyclical in nature to the stages of evolutionary 
growth attained by all the Black pre-Potelemaic dynasty Kings of 
Khmt (Egypt). This initiation which provided insights into the 
mysteries of life was comprised of three stages: 
1) mortals—beginning students who had not developed inner vision. 
2) intelligences-those who had attained inner vision. 
3) Sons of Light-those who had identified with the enlightenment, 
consciousness and could see the unseen. 

In understanding Malcolm X or any of our cultural heroes 
and sheroes, we may have to go back to a Pharaonic mind set and 
see ourselves in them and them in us. 

Peace. 


Sources Include: 


Secret Teachings of Al Ages - Manley Hall 

The House of Life: 

Magic & Medical Science in Ancient Egypt - Paul Ghaliongi 
History of the Arabs - Philip K. Hitti 

People of the Secret - Ernest Wilson 

Arab Thought and It's Place in History - DeLacy O'Leary 
The True Story of Aesop to The Negro - Charles Leifert 
Temple in Man - Schwaller de Lubicicz 

Stolen Legacy - George G.M. James 

Pre-Colonial Black Africa - Cheik Onta Diop 

The Golden Trade Years of The Moors - E.W. Bavill 

The Auto-Biography of Malcolm X - Alex Haley 


From Symbol to Symbolique - Schwaller de Lubicicz 
among others 
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This is the blank page 
that your poem, essay, 
picture or short story 
could have been on if 
you would have 
turned it in. 
Miceines ais page 
could have been 
yours, but that's 
alright, you'll turn it in 
next time...won't you? 
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Road of Life 


Traveling through the road of life 
I often wonder will I ever find someone to share my life. 
With or without someone, I will go on. 


eMe Xavier 1: 


Broken Soul 


Incoherent ramblings of a broken soul 

Once subject and predicate were very idealistic 

Fat on hopes and dreams and crazy ambition 

Young black man, hopes standing taller than Malcolm 
No matter how tall 

Ignorance hits hard 

Now, 

Incoherent ramblings of a broken soul 


-Eric B. Scott 
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Life Goes On 


Confusion filled with pain. Which way should I go? A massive 
deception, no one cares. Where should I go? 


Knowledge! Knowing right from wrong. Whom should I talk 
too? Always knowing but denying it. 


When did it happen? Your heart aches with pain about those 
unanswered questions. Mind over matter? Your soul is filled 
with tension and pain. 


Will no one listen? You see, I have a problem but no one 
hears me. I scream out into the darkness but no one cares! 
NOISES??? 


They keep talking about right from wrong. Please listen to me. 
My side of the story. Hear my cries! 


I must then rise up and be strong. Deal with my pain and 
suffering. As time goes on I get stronger. With every waking 
moment my soul gets brighter until it is free. 


Free to feel happiness, life, and tranquility. But life goes on... 
There will again be tension and worry. I will again need 
someone to hear me. 


To be pulled into pieces, now solve the puzzle! Would 
everyone stop talking and listen to me? In the end they all 
start laughing. Laughing with me in eternal bliss, As life goes 


on. 


-Joanne Beaubrun 
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At The Edge of Two Worlds 


I watched You enjoy the whispering Waves, 

as the Breeze frolicked in the bow-bent oats, 
and the Moon’s twinkle danced on the Water. 
Each seemed a Friend inviting you to play. 

The Wind’s fingers tussled your unruly Hair— 
the Shadows of your Face exposed to the Moon, 
the dark Brine of your Eyes now ebbing. 

I watched You— did you know?— 

Standing there at the Edge of Two Worlds. 


Some Shores greet the Edge 

with mile-wide stretches of sand 

that Ease willingly into the Depths; 

others offer stout and rocky Shoulders 

Firmly set, to Resist the pummeling surf, 

day in and day out, in Sickness and in Health. 
We flock to them to meet with things dying 
Or with things new born. 


The Waves’ seductive whisper for You is an invitation 

into the embrace of Death’s million Hands 

because You cannot walk on Water. 

But standing here so close to the Brink 

your shadowy countenance Betrayed the Temptation to Accept 
Anyway. 

I watched it all, 

There at the Edge of Two Worlds. 


-Kim Bowman 
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Deep Hole 


A deep hole that your hated comments dug. 

A deep hole that your cruel looks deepened. 

A deep hole, that your oppressive hand pushed me down into. 
A deep hole, that I will rise from when you think 

I am buried in despair. 

A deep hole, that fertilizes the seed of despair into self- 
confidence. 

A deep hole, that is transformed into a pedestal, 

where I can reach down and pull you out of your deep hole. 


-Addie R. Sagere 
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The Earth The Air and The Sea 


What was it like before there was man? 
There was only the earth, the air, and the sea. 
God must have looked down from above with a heart filled with 
love, 
and said, “What a great place this will be.” 


Then God created man and gave him dominion 
over all the earth, the air, and the sea. 
Man looked to the heavens above and not knowing of love, 
asked, “Why would you do this for me?” 


Man fell from grace when he ate the fruit, 
that was from the forbidden tree. 
God still loved man, whom was made by his hand, and there was 
still great beauty in the earth, the air, and the sea. 


Man has flourished and covered the earth, 
by land, by river, and by sea. 
Man hasn’t changed, man has stayed the same, 
deceitful, dishonest, contrary. 


We are killing this gift of love from God, 
We are killing the earth, the air, and the sea 
It is really a shame that man is to blame for the way things 
have gotten to be 


We can save the earth if we had a rebirth 
of love for God and humanity. 
Then maybe in time we will be able to find 
a cleaner earth, the air, and the sea. 


-Grover L. Thomas 
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The Valley of Lonely 


Pindrop silence 
Absolutely no violence 


Buildings empty 
No one around 


No movement, No laughter 
Not the least little sound 


Winds blowing softly 
Sun doesn’t shine 

One little path 

To which I’m confined 


No trees to hide me from the rain, 
No one to help me endure the pain. 


Loneliness overtakes me; It’s dark and cold 
A weary feeling is inside my soul 


Lord take me away from such a place 
So happiness can rearrange my face. 


This loneliness can’t last, it has to cease, 
Within my soul the pain is released. 


-Jennifer Mewborn 
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Hip-Hop Hooray, But... 


I been a well-fed Hip-Hop head since I was nine, 

Never killed no one from the violence of a rhyme. 

Rap creates criminals, NOT. 

In fact, some M.C.’s escaped the cage to climb the chart. 
So tuning out Hip-Hop’s no solution, 

But I’ll admit, there is confusion. 


Black females who behave like ho’s get accepted, 
But females who behave themselves get rejected 
We say ‘nuff respect to the Earth’s and Queens 
But the everyday Queen we seem to treat mean. 
Just remember the X. 

And give her respect. 


Some broadcast knowledge, skill, entertain the crowd 
And some shit’s just too loud. 

Too many still talkin’ from a gangster mentality. 

They say, “I’m just kickin’ reality.” 

But let's update the reality to avert the catastrophe. 
Damn all this apathy. 


We hope you don’t sell out but we have our doubts. 
When Mr. Dobolina pays, you sing the praise of the 40o0z. 
Damn St. Ides, O.E. , Bull and the others, 

They kill liver, brain cells, sisters and brothers. 

Common sense for me and each. 

You can’t defend that, so don’t preach. 


you can smoke a Philly if you wanna 

But monoxide to the inside fo your body is gonna 
Cause your brain to be attacked and taxed 

It’s a depressant, that’s why you feel relaxed. 

So Hip-Hop Hooray but not for the dollar sign 
Young blacks lag behind so change your lives 
Modern day folk music for the masses 

Uplift; 

And I guess that’s it. 


-Haven Umstead 
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I Ran! 


I ran 
for office 


trying to make a change 
I ran 


to make a difference— 
to change the world— 


Hell, I knew I was the one 
the saviour — 
Missis Fix It— 


but I ran 


only to get run: 
run over run around run by run down 


RUN NIGGER RUN 
straight into the house 
slam into the wall- Oh that shit hurt! 


(You can lead a horse to water but you can’t make it 
drink—-even if the cafe is open later) I won't run again. 


not for office not for a fool not for a desolate dream just the 
biggest race — my Own. 


-Phyllis Jeffers 
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The Broken Arrow 
by Iris Gail Evans 


By the sea, stood huts of gypsies and trades men. The 
seashore wickered a nightly glare. Every mile of the tiny town 
was covered with sand. 

The townspeople worked rapidly, and so that they were 
exhausted. Although they were poor, they considered themselves 
to be rich. For they owned the gleaming sun, and the time that 
came around it. With Christ as their guide, not one soul was to go 
against his holy word. 

Thus, God created flowers, within the seeds grew sin. 
Obviously, neither every man nor woman would abide by the holy 
word. As for anyone who was apprehended in donning so, would 
be punished, shunned, or put to death. 

Along the sand, strolled many villagers who traded goods 
at the nearby markets. At one market, a line of people waited to 
trade, and in that line, a young woman was trying to trade but 
could not. No one would accept her goods. No towns man 
would smile at her. No seamstress would measure for her, and the 
sand that glittered under her, and the sand that glittered under her 
purely cotton shoes was considered fool’s gold by all. Her 
atmosphere had no respect. she had been punished. she wore 
the Broken Arrow. 

Her punishment was by choice. She could have abided by 
the “commandment” had it not been for the temptation of a young 
man. Her curiosity would not let her resist the touch of a man 
who had already been taken by the commitment of the sun. For 
they had sinned. The young man ran away - unaware that there 
was about to be another life in the sand that would surely 
substantiate their sin. 

The young woman was to be hanged by the next sunrise 
because she would not reveal the father of the life that began to 
live inside of her. She wanted to protect the identity of the young 
man, and of course, that of the prenatal. However, if she had 
revealed this unfaithful secret, she would have been excused. 

By sunset of that day, the young woman prayed for life’s 
duration, her secret, estranged lover, and for sweetness to fall 
upon the heart of the new seed. The sunset danced across her 
hair, then into the sand. Then, out came the moon that created a 
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restless night and mind. 

The next morning, the sun peaked into her window, 
and revealed the beauty of her face. she opened her eyes and 
gleamed at the broken arrow that had been bronzed into her 
breast. The townsmen knocked on her door. She opened it, 
hoping to neither depart from the world nor from the love that 
it with held. Thus, the townsmen announced that her noose 
had been prepared, and that the broken arrow would no 
longer scar the village. 

Just as the young woman was about to be hanged, the 
young man who had previously ran away returned to the 
village calling , “The Broken Arrow, the Broken Arrow!” Then 
all of the townspeople who had gathered to witness her death 
starred as they questioned his identity. Was this the 
abolishment of the broken arrow - the mistress’ only hope for 
life? 

At last, the young woman and the young man ran 
toward one another with feelings that brightened creation. 
The townspeople fell silent, thinking that the young and would 
be hanged instead. However, when he took the young woman 
in his arms, they became the sand of every mile, and the 
broken arrow blew into the sea. 
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The Hunters 
by D. Scott Bieniek 


Glancing warily around the clearing, Brian crouched 
down in the snow and placed his rifle next to his right knee. 
Examining the fallen doe, Brian saw that a bullet had pierced her 
leg and chest. She would soon die. Brian kissed her on the 
forehead, saying, “Look what they did to you.” 

The doe lifted her head and looked toward him, her 
sorrowful eyes pleading for release. Brian understood. He rubbed 
the bridge of her nose as he removed his knife from its sheath. As 
he kissed her cheek he slit her throat, his tears mingling with her 
blood. 

Standing Brian gazed around. He breathed deeply, the 
scent of blood from the doe overwhelming him. Cocking his head 
to the side, he peered at the trees. The wind whispered 
“Vengeance,” the trees waved in assent at the verdict. Picking up 
his rifle, Brian noticed the trail of blood left by the injured doe. 
He followed it. The trail ended two hundred yards away next to a 
tree where the doe had stood just before the hunters had shot 
her. 

Brian leaned his head against the tall pine which awoke 
and responded to his question. Brian spotted the large clump of 
snow at the top of the hill. He under-stood. Behind the mound of 
snow, Brian discovered footprints and tobacco juice stains. The 
late afternoon sun gleamed off of a piece of brass. Leaning over, 
Brian picked up two rifle shells. 

Placing them in his pocket, he followed the trail left by 
the three hunters. After a half mile, Brian concluded that the 
hunters headed toward the lake. He quickened his pace, not 
wanting them to elude him. The ground sloped down in front of 
him, aiding his efforts. The wind, pushing at his back, urged 
greater speed. He approached a stand of trees that crackled in 
anger at the recent desecration. “They crossed this way, hurry!” 
they cried. Branches parted in front of Brian as he rushed through 
the trees. Once through, the panorama of the lake spread out in 
front of him. The turbulent water sparkled, highlighting the boat 
paddling rapidly across it's surface. 

“Do it,” the water encouraged. The turbulence ceased. Brian 
dropped to the ground. The wind died. Brian thought about the 
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doe and all the other animals of his that people had killed. 
They never learn, he reflected, raising the rifle to his shoulder. 
He took a deep breath, the air smelling of pine trees and 
reassurance. He sighted down the scope, squeezing lightly on 
the trigger. Crack! The bullet sped through the air. Brian 
watched as one of the hunters sprawled over. He fired two 
more rounds. The boat now drifted at the whim of the water. 
“It ended cleaner for you than the doe.” 

The wind breathed a sigh of relief and resumed. The 
trees rustled in gratitude. Brian bent down to the water and 
drank deeply, gratefully. Sitting up, he watched the boat 
wander along the lake’s surface. Listing to one side, it began 
to take on water, sinking from view. The water became 
turbulent once more. 
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Magic Within A Child’s Mind 
by Regina A. Smith 


“Go on outside and play child!” the mother shouted as_ she 
pointed her finger towards the door. “But mama, I ain’t got 
nobody to play wit,” the child said sadly as she walked out of the 
door. “Don’t you leave this yard either, you hear me child!” 

Mama shouted once again from the kitchen window of the house. 
“Yes mama.” the child answered as she circled the toe of her shoe 
in the dirt. “I git tired of stayin’ in the yard all the time! Why can't 
I go n’ play somewhere else!” the child pouted softly to prevent 
her mother from hearing her. “I wish I could go where no other 
girl or boy aroun’ here been! Somewhere magical! Somewhere 
fun!” the child thought as she walked over to the big 
lonesome-looking oak tree and sat down with tears in her eyes. 
“Whatcha doin’?” a little voice asked form behind the child. 
“Nothin’, who are you?” the child asked the little person. The 
person was a little girl who stood about three feet tall. She had a 
little round face with fat cheeks, wide sparkling eyes, a little 
round button nose, and a big pretty smile with white gleaming 
teeth. She wore a big, wide rimmed hat made of straw and 
overalls with patches all over it. “I’m Gretchen!” the friendly little 
person answered. “I’m Sally Lou,” the child answered. “You don’t 
live in this neighborhood, so where did ya come from?” the child 
asked. “Over there,” Gretchen answered as she pointed towards 

a hazy or foggy looking area over which a rainbow appeared. 

The child leaned over to look behind the tree to the area that 
Gretchen was pointing at. “Wow! what’s that place?” the child 
asked. “It don’t have a name, it’s just a fun place for kids,” 
Gretchen answered. The child stood there, wiping her eyes to see 
if the place was really there. “Look at all the rides! Can anybody 
go over there?” the child asked as she stared at the places. Yeah, 
sure! Wanna come?” Gretchen asked. “Yeah, but mama said that I 
can't leave the yard,” the child explained as her face saddened. 
“Well, if you’ll stop askin’ a heap of questions, she won’t know 
you're gone because you'll be back by supper time,” Gretchen 
explained in a happy tone. “Ok!” the child agreed as she followed 
Gretchen. Meanwhile, the child was looking back at her yard 
where she was told to stay and play as she moved closer to this 
mysterious, yet magical looking place. As the child got closer to 
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the fog, she began to giggle and skip. “Wow!” the child 
shouted once she got inside and began to walk around. 
“Come over here,” Gretchen shouted as she skipped over to 
the carousal. 

This was not an ordinary carousal. It contained 
beautiful, alive unicorns with rainbow bright colors in their 
manes. The music for the carousal was provided by harps 
being strung by tiny elfkin people. As the child walked with 
Gretchen, there were tiny people who shouted “Welcome to 
our land.” Other than the carousal, there was a huge ferris 
wheel that appeared to spin around in mid-air. The beautiful 
swings had pearly white beads for ropes and the swings 
swung as high as the trees. Standing boards contained tons of 
twists, turns, hills, and tunnels. As the child and Gretchen 
continued to walk, they came to a house made out of 
gingerbread trimmed in whipped cream with a cherry on the 
roof. The child was given gingerbread man cookies and sugar 
drops. “This is a great place!” the child shouted as she bit the 
hand of the gingerbread man off. The atmosphere was 
wonderful. The clouds looked like cotton candy as they 
floated along. The sun sparkled like gold in the sky. The best 
part of all was there were other children there. They were 
playing and laughing with other children, no one was _ alone. 
“I wish I could always stay here!” the child shouted as_ she 
giggled and rode on the back of one of the unicorns. The 
child tasted every sweet thing and rode on every ride. “Sally 
Lou child! Child!” the child’s mother shouted from the kitchen 
window. 

The child jumped up from beneath the tree and looked 
over to the spot which she thought that she had visited, but 
nothing was there. The child ran to the door. “Sally Lou!” 
Mama shouted once more. “Yes mama?” the child answered. 
“Where have you been? Supper’s ready,” Mama replied. “I’ve 
been right here in the yard mama,” the child answered with a 


smile. 
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Respect, What It’s All About 


Respect, something you demand 

Respect, something your_attitude commands. 

It’s all in who you are, how you talk, how you walk, how you 
relate to people. 

No, it does not make you better than the next, just equal to all the 
rest! 

It shows you consider yourself in high esteem. 

Of course the key to making it work is the fact that you must first 
respect yourself. 

You have to set your own standards and then live by them. 

You control how people speak to you, 

you control how people treat you and don’t settle for less! If one 
won't another will! Then you must respect others, it is very 
important that you live that life you talk about. Treat people with 
respect and I am confident you will gain the same in return. 
Respect means a great deal to me. 

It’s something that is easily accomplished and it is worth it. 
Respect, what it’s all about! 


-Malika Husbands 
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Words of Encouragement 


Life today is what one makes of it. 
Fulfilling your dreams is a great profit 
To learn what life means will teach one more 
Pursuing, Achieving, Succeeding, & God are 
All worth dying for. 


Reality, face it with an open mind 
Search for things that U and not find 
Never just be settled, satisfied or complacent 
Life is more than just competition, but 
Words of Encouragement. 


-Nowell Brooks 
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is another student publication 
that can use your help. Who can help? 


People who 
are on th GO! 
like music 
attend plays 
do things in the 
community 
want hands-on exper. 
attend social events 


Call 560-6504 
or come by room 319 in the 
Communications Building 


People that are: 
Writers 
Photographers 


Greeks 

Faculty 

Alumni 
Cartoonists 


Typists 


What if? 


What if you had a chance to publish your favorite (Pac essay, 
drawing, joke or photo in a magazine that will be distributed to 
people all over the country for them to see. 


What if you could get a free copy of this magazine that was full you 
and your friends’ literary and visual arts, to show your parents, and 
relatives back home. 


What if you said you were a published 
author, poet or lyricist on your resume 
and you got a job because of that. 


What if you turn it in to the Campus Echo Office (3rd floor 
Comm. Bldg.) or call 560-6504 


Sounds nice right. 


IT JUST MIGHT HAPPEN!!! 


Girlfriend, | 
have you heard the latest? 


HOW COME... 


Minorities are oppressed? 
Well let me tell you, child. You 


know that NCCU Literary magazine, 
Ex Umbra right? It was a little book about | 
yay big and it was full of poetry, essays, 
short stories and stuff, and girl, it was all 
that and a bag of chips. 
But I think it could have been 
even better if students like me and you 
would have put our two cents worth in, you | 
know that poem your friend wrote you, or_ | 
maybe that paper you got a "B" on in class, | 
you know stuff like that. 

Then you know I talked to the 
Editor. He said , I can submit anything I 
want. You can call 560-6504 or you can 
stop by the Campus Echo Office on the 
3rd floor of the Communications 
Building. 

But I ain't one to gossip, 

so ain't heard it from me. 


tings don't always go your 
way? 


Nothing is free? 
I don't have a 4.0 G.P.A.? 


Some people sit and watch 
and criticize? 


We can't "all just get along?” 


I go to school for 16 years 
and still can't find a job? 


Express ane thoughts in 


Ex Umbra is waiting on you!!! | x Umbra 


Well, we did it again!!! 


The LARGEST one ever !!! 


(Ya know, we might just have it "goin' on"!) 


But can we do a three-peat? 
Can we have even more than 107 entries submitted? 
Only you know the answer. 


Tune in next semester for the 
Fall 1993 edition 
of Ex Umbrat? 


Same Eagle time, 
Same Eagle place? 


John A. Riddick, Jr. 


North Carolina Central University 
Ex Umbra Literary Magazine 
Durham, NC 27707 


James E. Shepard, Founder 


Non-Profit Organization 
U. S. Postage 
PAID 
Permit NO. 1156 
Durham, NC 


